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Author's Notes: 

The title is a reference to Elvis Presley's same-titled song, which put a smile of mirth on my face, while 
writing this cute little story and singing the lyrics. My intention was to make the reader yearn for their bed, 
on a cold night, feel the warmth of snuggling under the soft comforter and relax.. Unless they suffer the 
same kind of.. intervention, as the one described! Which is obviously fictional and doesn't represent the real 
lives of the people involved. | don't mean any slur, or disrespect towards them and | don't profit from this. This 
story was written for pure entertainment and | hope whoever made this wish feels cozy and satisfied with the 


result. Merry Ficmas! 


"Why are you here, Alexi? It's.." Jaska rubbed his bleary eyes and glanced at the clock on the wall "It's two 


o'clock, dude.. Why aren't you sleeping?" he went on, but his friend didn't answer. 


Instead, Alexi walked into his living room with long, confident strides, despite his despondent face, holding a 
duffle bag in his arms, attached to his chest, as if he was holding something valuable - or a favorite teddy 
bear. He gave Jaska a lopsided, sorry glimpse, so as to confirm that he wasn't infuriated, and then plopped 


down, on the couch. He sighed, solemn, then drew his legs up, onto the cushions, to make himself more 


comfortable and looked back at Jaska, who was still watching him, puzzled. And a little annoyed. 


"Damn, Allu! Are you ok?" 


"Well.. No." Alexi was being honest. He had never been a good liar anyway - but this didn't help Jaska at that 


moment at alll 


Jaska took a seat next to Alexi, and, facing his sulky friend, asked him tenderly: 


"What happened, Allu?" 


"Oh, well.. Janne...” 


"Janne what?" - not a good omen. This presaged a long night. 


"You know.." Alexi mumbled, now looking daggers at the floor, crimson, red color slowly creeping up to his pale, 


baby face. 


"| know Janne, yes.. But | can't really understand - whats wrong with him? Is he sick? Did he have an accident? 


What?" 


‘Oh, don't play the fool.. You know what | mean!" 


"No, actually | don't!" Jaska was becoming irritated the more Alexi was talking in riddles, prolonging their nightly 


chat, and further minimizing his already compromised sleep. 


"Ok, you want me to say it? Fine! Janne is a greedy pig!" 


This made Jaska's eyes open wide. A stifled grunt came through his nostrils and mouth, as he attempted to 


contain his smirk All men are somehow greedy pigs, he thought, especially when it comes down to pork chops, 


steaks, and beer. 


"A greedy pig? You mean, he eats a lot? He's a tall boy, kiddo, he needs food to sustain him..” 


"Ha ha, funny, Jaska! l'm not talking about food - not that he doesn't cost a fortune in that sense, too! l'm 


saying that he's a promiscuous perv!" 


"Jesus Christ, Allu! You know, it's not polite to talk like this about someone you love..” 


"| don't fucking give a shit!" Alexi burst out and Jaska tried to calm him down with a hushing motion of his 
hands. It made Alexi lower the volume of his voice, from a ferocious yell to a plaintive whine. "He is greedy and 


insatiable, like a pig!" 


"You know.. | really do love you both, guys, respect your choices, and support this... thing between you, but.. 


It's two o'clock, man.. | really don't want to learn about Janne's accomplishments and kinks in bed.." 


"You don't understand, Jas.. | don't wanna talk about sex to you..." and Alexi took on a miserable look. "I know 
that everybody cringes about us, even if no one admits it openly.. It's.. Oh.. | need.. | thought you were my 
friend, but all you do is tease me and." he almost sobbed now, eliciting feelings of compassion from Jaska. He 


felt sorry for his fragile friend, who seemed to be genuinely distressed. 


"Ok, Allu. What did he do?" Jaska condescended to ask. It was obvious that he wouldn't be going back to his bed 


any time soon. 


Alexi looked like a petulant boy, pouting his mouth and squinting his eyes while taking his time to compose a 
reasonable answer. Jaska wanted to laugh at his unexpected cuteness but restrained himself because it would 
be inappropriate, considering his emotional state. Alexi proclaimed to be a Wildchild, but right at that moment, 
he looked like an adorable child asking for an affectionate hug. 


"I came back home tonight after the clinic recordings and he was watching porn on his laptop! Very excited!" 


Alexi grimaced in disgust. 


"_And..2* 


"And he was... touching himself, you know.. grunting ecstatic, legs open wide in front of the fucking screen!" 


"So what? As if you've never watched porn before and jerked offl?" Jaska asked, really amused by Alexi's 


naivete. 


"Of course, I've done that, dumbass, thank you! But not when | am with Janne! Its a matter of tact and 


respect..." 


"Says who?! Oh, Allu, you're really funny! Relax, man.. Take it easy.. Maybe Janne wanted to practice some new 


stuff with you and watched the porn for inspiration, you know...” 


"It was a het-porn video, Jas. Nothing... applicable, if you understand what | mean.." Alexi sighed and both men 
fell silent. "And he was getting off on the chick, undoubtedly! She had a nice ass and huge boobs..” 


Alexi had a point - but still, Jaska found his worries farfetched. He never considered the guitarist and 
keyboardist to be actually gay, renouncing all attraction towards the fair sex. He believed that the attraction 
and their bond was a single case of deviation - that probably unnerved them - and not the rule. He stil 
thought that both got off on women, so he couldn't really empathize with Alexi's concerns. Seeing how 
perturbed he was, though, made him consider the prospect seriously. 


"What did Janne tell you?" 


"Excuses, what else? | don't.. | didn't pay attention to what he said. | grabbed my toothbrush and pajamas and 
drove here. | don't wanna see him, you know. He can have the whole house to himself, to jack off with boobs 


and cunts and then cum on the walls..." 


"Oh, Allu! Stop it! | really can't blame Janne for... this... The only reason I'm listening to you is that you are 
upset! But | think you're overreacting..." 


"Oh, really? Would you like to find your girlfriend getting off on gay porn, while you're away?" 


"Well." Jaska envisioned the mental picture with a thoughtful expression while rubbing his chin - but still, he 


found the idea more hilarious than disquieting. 


"Can | stay with you? | don't wanna go to my parents’ place and you're my oldest friend.." Alexi finally asked 
and looked at him with puppy eyes. Jaska couldn't refuse him. 


"Of course, you can stay here, you fool." and he embraced Alexi. "But you have to talk to Janne at some 
point.. You have to solve this issue, for your own sake. And don't forget that we have a band together, above 


all..." 


"Yeah... Right..." Alexi grumbled reluctantly, yet he nestled in Jaska's inviting embrace. 


His smaller body felt soft and delicate in the drummer's arms. Yielding. He was surprised to find him desirable 
- like a plush, stuffed animal, at the appropriate size for a night hug, smelling clean and perfumed and.. He 
pulled away from the tight embrace, a bit worried at his odd thoughts, and spurred Alexi to get ready for 


sleep. 


"If you wanna eat or drink something, you know how to find your way in my house. You can take a shower if 
you want and make yourself comfortable on the couch. There is a throw, in case you're cold. I'm going to bed, 


because l'm really sleepy, ok?" 


"Thanks, dude! | really appreciate it!" Alexi gave him a genuine smile. His gray-blue eyes sparkled with childlike 
innocence; it was the first time Jaska had really noticed how beautiful Alexi's eyes were and how charming his 
toothy smile was. No wonder why every girl was obsessed with him. He was somehow enticing, magnetizing, 


despite his small stature. 


Jaska frowned, stood up, and grinned at Alexi, before retreating to his bedroom. He sprawled on his massive, 
thick, puffy mattress, sank his head into the feathery pillow, covered his body with the fluffy, warm 
comforter, making sure that all possible gaps were "sealed", and waited for sleep to take over. He stirred a 
little bit, to find the ideal position and closed his eyes, content with the warmth surrounding him. Outside his 
door, he could hear the faint noises Alexi was making in preparation for sleep. A bump on a chair, a stifled 
curse, water running from the tap, kitchen cabinets opening and closing, then toilet noises, a hushed cough, 
perhaps a muffled whine.. He grinned, relieved that he wasn't obliged to keep him company for the rest of the 
night. 


It didn't take long, though, before his bedroom door creaked open, just a narrow gap, and Alexi's lithe figure 
slithered inside. The little creature crawled onto his bed and slid under his bed covers. Jaska was somewhere 
between sleep and wakefulness when the intruder trespassed on his privacy. He was startled by the 
unexpected dipping of his mattress, he even gasped and kicked randomly at the contact with the cool flesh and 


Alexi lay stil, breathless, for fear the drummer sent him away. 


"Hey! What the hell- What are you doing herel?" Jaska shouted in a whispering voice. 


"Can't sleep alone." 


"The fuck you can't! This is my bed!" 


"I'm scared..." 


"Alexi, grow up! You are almost thirty, you're not a baby...” 


"Yes, but its cold in the living room and the couch is hard.. And | keep on having those crazy ideas, you know.." 


"Crazy ideas - now, why this doesn’t come as a surprise, huh?! And, by the way, why don't you wear a shirt, 


if you are so cold? Being naked doesn't help, you know! Common sense, you know!" 


"Yeah, but | only brought my pants with me, in my haste.. Can | sleep here? | promise | won't kick." 


The little, shivering boy with the baggy pajama pants and the cute, innocent eyes was just too adorable to 
deny, and Jaska had a soft spot for weaklings. So, he let him share his bed with him. It was cold outside, indeed. 
He wouldn't want frail, little Allu to get sick, or strain his back. He was still needed in the band. It wasn't as if 
he hadn't ever slept in the same room with him. They had been friends since... forever, and he always loved 
him as a brother - a cheeky, little brother, who needed someone more mature and logical to pamper him. 
Jaska always felt protective towards him, and now that this cheeky, little brother was experimenting with 
Janne, in.. uncharted waters, he kept a vigilant eye on the two of them. He didn't want Alexi to get hurt and 
driven crazy, ending up in the psych ward, because of Janne's immaturities. Jaska knew Alexi well, despite his 


wild look and thunderous attitude, the Wildchild was very sensitive and shy. 


Without saying anything, he moved to one side of the bed and made room for his friend. 


"But no talking, ok? I'm tired!" Jaska requested seriously and Alexi nodded in accord. 


It wasn't the easiest thing to fall asleep next to another living, breathing body, that didn't belong to any of his 
girlfriends. Jaska always preferred his solitude rather than sharing rooms - and now beds - with any of his 
pals. It wasn't that he disliked their company, he was just more private and quieter. Maybe he was a bit 
squeamish and weird. His friends would tease him for preferring the silence of a single-bed hotel room or the 


top and most remote bunk, on their tour bus. But that's who he was... 


Now, he could perceive every single twitch of Alexi's body, every subtle breath, next to him. He could feel the 
temperature change under his covers - the small body exuded too much chill to upset his micro-ecosystem. 
Not to mention that Alexi wasn't as calm and quiet as he had promised to be. As if he hadn't already known 


him, for so many years. 


Alexi squirmed and turned, sighing and huffing, restless, unable to find the right position where he could trust 
his body to surrender. His whole behavior was begging for Jaska's attention! Accidentally his calf brushed the 
drummer's thigh and his satin, soft hair was tossed into the drummer's face, tickling his nostrils, waking him 


up completely. 


‘Lie still, won't you, Alexi!" 


'So..Sorry... l'm just on the edge and it's not so comfortable.. Can | come closer?" 


Jaska grunted, disgruntled instead of giving him a proper response. 


Alexi slid closer. His cold shoulder touched Jaska's arm and his frozen foot poked at his leg. 


"You are cold, dude.. Jesus.." Jaska muttered and almost parentally rubbed Alexi's thin arms, to warm him. The 
movement lasted for a few seconds, but the unexpected proximity gave Alexi the green light to sneak closer 
and seek refuge in Jaska's hug, now the curve of his back and his perky bum aligning perfectly with Jaska's 


toned torso. 


For some reason, Alexi's soft skin against his own felt nice. Velvety and smooth. Unblemished. Almost feminine, 


with sparse growth. Spooning him was oddly welcome. He wanted to explore him with his palm but hesitated. 


"Jaska.. Can | ask you.." Alexis whisper echoed in the still of the night. Haunting. Husky. Needy. Jaska was 
forced to pay attention 


"What's it now, Allu? You're still cold?" 


"Do you think that Janne and | are.. disgusting?” 


"What? What's this now, at three o clock?" 


"Just wondering... If you resent us..." 


"No, Allu.. | don't, as long as you are happy together. Now, sleep." 


Blindly, he patted Alexis head, twining his fingers into the silky tufts. The sensation was soothing, suddenly, he 
had regressed to a baby, indulging in the ritualistic fiddling of the comforting texture caught between his 
fingers, making him relaxed and safe to fall asleep. Alexi breathed in deeply and rolled over, to face him. He 
rested his head on top of Jaska's chest, his body clinging to the side of the drummer, his thigh riding Jaska's 
flattened belly and crotch. He felt light and delicate on the robust, male body. Instinctively, Jaska circled Alexi's 
shoulders with his stretched-out arm and pulled him tighter towards him, the way he hugged his girlfriend 
when they were sleeping together, just being affectionate. 


The memory of his girlfriend's intimate proximity and juicy flesh pressed against his body ignited his 
imagination. Made him horny. He would grab her voluptuous bum and squeeze the buttock, while his cock would 
grow stiffer and bigger... It was hot to have his girlfriend attached to him like a leech, in preparation for sex.. 
Some grinding before fucking. 


He stroked the tender back of the body in his embrace, reaching down for the lean buttocks and letting his 
hand slip under the waistband of the loose pajamas. His hand roamed over the taut flesh, the soft skin, and the 
lithe figure of his friend. Sleek and hot, fitting perfectly in his palm.. 


Damn, what was he doing? Was he serious - or desperate? This was fucking Alexi! 


Yet he couldn't stop. Stop! Stop! 


"Jaska." Alexis eerie whisper pierced his ear again - definitely male. "Have you ever done this before..? Have 
you ever had sex with a man?" Alexi was grinding his crotch tentatively over Jaska's side. He could feel the 
guitarists erection poking at his thigh, under the loose fabric of his pajama pants. Hard. Big. Full. Twitching and 
pulsing. 


"Fuck." Jaska murmured and pressed his thigh against the offered length, to feel him better. That was a well- 
proportioned chunk of meat. He wondered at Alexi's assets. He could feel the guitarists lips caressing his neck 
close to his ear, his breath burning him hot with want and frustration. A low moan slipped out of Alexi's 


mouth. An ambiguous invitation. 


This was getting out of hand. Alexi might be spontaneous and relentless - but HE was not! He still possessed 
some functioning brain cells - and not only, but hell.. That was another story. He had to stop it. Alexi was 
acting brainlessly, blinded by despair. 


"Need some water." Jaska explained and kicked aside the warm covers from around them, letting the Finnish 


chill cool down the spirits and put out the blasphemous flame. 


He sat up, ripping off Alexi's demanding body from his side, and stood up. Without looking back at his friend, he 
walked out of the room and into the kitchen. He filled a glass with water from the tap in the dark. He needed 
ice-cold water to cool off from the unexpected rush of excitement. He even splashed some on his face, to 
come around, back to reality, while he was waiting for his dick to obey and behave decently. 


He searched for his cell phone, which was charging on the kitchen counter, a few steps away. He checked the 


time - 0315 am. - not that late - and started texting a message. 


‘Come and pick up your wild cat! | wanna sleep!" 


He waited for a couple of minutes before the cell phone vibrated for the incoming message. From Janne. 


‘Is he at your place?" 


"Yep. He is upset because of you, moron! He cant fall asleep. Come NOW." 


"Ml be there in ten minutes." 


Punctual and true to his word, Janne entered Jaska's living room at the appointed time, silently, like a ghost. 
Jaska had been waiting for him on the couch, swaddled in the throw he had left for Alexi. Speaking of whom, 
hadn't ventured to get out of Jaska's bedroom and was quiet, when Jaska checked up on him. Probably asleep - 
yet Jaska doubted it. Most likely he was mourning, ashamed of his advances. 


‘Must | tell you what a stupid jerk you are? Go in and fix him!" 


Blushing, remorseful, Janne stepped into the only bedroom of the house, without even turning on the light. The 
door closed smoothly behind him, leaving Jaska alone in the cool living room, on the hard couch, curious of 


what kind of miracle Janne would work. Or, better not to think about that! 


The minutes and seconds were dragging sluggishly on the clock, and Jaska found himself more tired and sleepy. 
However, just to put some credit to Alexi's claims, the couch was hard indeed, and it was rather cold in the 
living room. And the door of his bedroom wasn't opening any time soon. He lurked outside and tried to listen, 


like a perv. A promiscuous perv. Damn. 


There were some suspicious squelching noises coming from inside; Whispers. More humid, pulpy sounds. The 
creaky groan of the bed planks. A few muffled gasps, a low moan, the sound of flesh smacking against flesh - 
eerie, lurid noises that made Jaska step back, appalled The guys were fucking on his bedl 


A high-pitched yelp - "Oh, Janne!" - and a loud bang made him jump alert, from where he was crouching. 
These guys were bent on demolishing his house! 


No way would he be sleeping in therel 


He wanted to shout at them - shut up! - but didn't want to interrupt them, especially after what had 


happened. Instead, he grabbed his cell phone again, decisively, and started writing a new text message. 


"Hey, Henkka! | was thinking.. Did you finally assemble that extra bed from IKEA you bought last week..?" 


He pressed "send". The time showed 0430 in the morning. 


The end 
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